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THE FIRST CHRISTMAS. 



Chorus of Prophets, 

RbRATE, coeli, desuper, Drop down dew, ye 

et nubes pluant Justum. heavens, from above, 

f and let the clouds shed 

down in rain, the Just 

One. 

Behold, O Lord, the affliction of Thy people : 
send Him whom Thou art about to send : send 
forth the Lamb, the Ruler of the earth from the 
Rock in the desert to the Hill of the daughter of 
Sion, that He may Himself take away the yoke of 
our captivity. 

Drop down dew, &c. 

Comfort ye, be ye comforted, My people: thy salva- 
tion is soon to come : why art thou wasted away 
with grief, for sorrow hath changed thee : I will 
save thee ; fear not, for I am the Lord thy God, 
the Holy One of Israel, thy Redeemer. 

Drop down dew, &c 
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Scene L— The Annunciation. 

A Room in the Cottage at Nazareth, 

The Blessed Virgin is seen with the book of the 
Prophets in her hands. 

The Blessed Virgin, O God, how good, how 
wonderful Thou art ! 
Can what I read be true : that Thou, O God, 
Wilt dwell with men, a Virgin Mother's Son ? — 
Under King Achaz, seven hundred years ago, 
Isaias prophesied and wrote these words. 
Which fill my soul with wonder and with awe : 
Behold, he says — 

Behold, a Virgin shall conceive and bear a Son, 
and His Name shall be called Emmanud, that is, 
God with us. 

A Child is bom to us, and a Son is given to us, 
and the .government is upon His shoulder, and His 
Name shall be called Wonderful, Counsellor, God^ 
the Mighty, the Father of the world to come, Uie 
Prince of Peace. 

A Virgin shall be Mother, and her Son — 
He shall be God — Emmanuel — God with us ! 
O Blessed Virgin, happier than Sarah, 
Wife to our honoured father, Abraham : 
More blessed far than Isaac's wife Rebecca, 
Or Leah, Jacob's spouse and Judah's mother, 
The ancestress of Kings ; happier fax 
Than Anna, who bore Samuel ; happier 
Than Judith, who delivered Israel 
From Holofemes and his Gentile host ; 

^ happier than Queen Esther, who preseiVed 
''^ewish race from Aman's massacre. 
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Who, who shall be this chosen one of God ? 
Would I might see her, and have leave to serve 
Her and her Son with glad and lowly service. [Kneels. 
Hasten, O God, the Advent of Thy Christ, 
Soon may He come like freshening dew from heaven,. 
Soon like a flower from earth's bosom. spring. 

Enter the Angel Gabriel. 

Gabriel', Hail, full of grace ; the Lord is with 
thee, hail ! 
Thou- blessed amongst women ! 

The Blessed Virgin ris^ and retires, as surprised^ 

Nay, fear not, Mary, God hath sent me to thee ; 
And I am Gabriel — sent to bring thee joy; 
Five hundred years ago the Prophet Daniel 
Prayed as I found thee praying ; I was sent 
To tell him of Messiah that should come ; 
Now I am sent to thee that thou mayest know 
The longed-for Saviour, who is close at hand, ;. 

Chooseth a Jewish maiden for His Mother. 

Mary. Oh, tell me where to find her ; I, just now 
Was praying I some day might look on her 
And be her handmaid. 

Gabriel, God hath heard thy prayer 

And hastes His Advent : He hath chosen titee 
To be the Saviour's Mother. 

Mary, Me / hath chosen Me f 

Me, to be Mother of the promised Seed .? 
Me^ a poor peasant girl ? one, all unknown 
And hidden from mankind ? Nay, blessed Spirit, 
How can this be ? Besides by holy vow 
I api the Lord's, and consecrate to Him. 

Gabriel. Thus saith the Lord — 

The Holy Ghost shall come upon thee and the 
power of the Most High shall overshadow thee : 
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and therefore also the Holy which shall be bom of 
thee, shall be called the Son of God ; and behold, 
thy cousm Elizabeth, she also hath conceived a son 
in her old age, and this is the sixth month with her 
that is called barren : because no word shall be im- 
possible with God. 

The Lord respects thy vow and it is safe : 
Yea ! for thy very love of purity, He wills 
To make thee purer by thy motherhood. 

Mary. Behdd 

The handmaid of the Lord ; be it to me 
According to Thy Word. 

Gabriel. [Kneeling before jESUS Christ, the 
Word now made Flesh.'] 

ET VERBUM CARO FACTUM EST. 

Mary, [kneeling and covering her face with her 
hands.] 

GOD ;— GOD :— GOD. 



Hymn. 

Mother of God ! my life, my hope, my treasure. 
Look on thy child, and hear me from above ; 

Mother of God, what joy, what untold pleasure. 
Thrills through the soul, that thinks on all thy love. 

Mary ! dear Mother ! thy love impart, 
Nothing shall sever thee from my heart. 

Mother of God ! my infancy caressing, 
Fondly thine eye watched o'er my cradle bed ! 

Mother of God ! each moment counts a blessing, 
Which o'er my soul thy watchful love has shra. 

Mary ! dear Mother, &c. 
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Mother of God ! my heart^o'erwhelmed with sadness. 
Found sweet relief when raised to thee in prayer ; 
Mother of God ! the breath of holy gladness 
, Came to my spirit from thy tender care. 

Mary ! dear Mother, &c. 

Angels of heaven ; in choir sublime adoring, 
Mark this my vow in heaven's bright sphere above; 

Mother of God ! my grateful heart's outpouring 
Is pledged to thee in everlasting love. 

Mary ! dear Mother, &c 

Mother of God ! if e^er my heart forgetting 
Thy love unceasing that has guarded me, — 

Mother of God ! oh, then, may deep regretting 
Recall my soul to love of God and thee. 

Mary ! dear Mother, &c. 



Scene II. 

The Road to Hebron. 

The Blessed Virgin [alotte]. Thanks be to God, 
thus far from Nazareth 
IVe travelled safely : I've journeyed seventy miles. 
And ten remain :— but now, where two ways meet 
I know not which to choose. 

Enter a company of Travellers:; among them 
Merob, a Jewish ladyy and her servant Keziah. 

Here comes a company 
Of travellers ; IH ask that serving-maiden : — 

[To Keziah. 
r b^ your pardon : — ^Will you kindly tell me 
The road to Hebron ? 
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K^snah, Either road will do,— -. 

Only the right hand road is easier. 
The left hand shorter. 
Merob. Who is that girl 

You're talking to, Keziah ? 

Keztak, I don't know : 

She seems a stranger here, and asked to learn 
The way to Hebron. — 

Meroh, Come to me, young gfirl ! 

What sets you tramping on the public road 
And troubling your betters ? 

The Blessed Virgin. I am going. 
Lady, to see my cousin. She lives at Hebron, 
And I am come from Nazareth to see her. 

Merob, I never knew good come from Nazareth ! 
You would do better if you stayed at home 
To mind your sRjnning-wheeL You idle thing, 
I understand your ways ; you'd rather play 
Than earn an honest livelihood. 

The Blessed Virgin. Lady, 

'Tis true I am a poor weak village maiden. 
All undeserving of the gracious things 
That God has done me : so I thank you, lady, 
For your reproof. 

Merob. You say you thank me ; 
You know you're fretted to the heart to hear 
The upbraiding you deserve. 

The Blessed Virgin. Lady, my heart is ftill : 

Too full for me to speak : you mean me well, 
And may God bless you. 

Merob. What a strange girl it is ! 

Come, come away. 

All go out, latfghing at the Blessed Virgin* 

The Blessed Virgin [alone]. Thou, Lord, shalt 
answer for me 
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And be my friend. Now, let me see, — 

Since either road will do, 111 choose the shorter way 

For my dear cousin's sake, Elizabeth. 

[£xiL 

Hymn, 

Vixgin of all Virgins highest 
Virgin to God's heart the nighest, 
Full of meekest charity ! 

Virgin of all, &c 

May our bosoms love thee well, 
May our tongues thy praises teU, 
Daily growing more like thee. 

Virgin of all, &c. 

Thou of grace art wholly full. 
Calmly bright, all beautiful, 
And God's chosen dwelling-place. 

Virgin of all, &c 

Truly He the mighty One, 
Hath to thee great wonders done, 
Thee with grace on grace endows : 

Viigin of all, &c 

He, who ruleth heaven and earth, 
Chooseth thee to give Him birth. 
His own Daughter, Mother, Spouse. 

Virgin of all, &c. 
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Scene III. 

Hebron, Zachar^s hou^e and garden. 

The Blessed Virgin [entering] Here, then is 
Hebron; yonder is the house 
Of Zachary ; may God's peace be there I 
Indeed, I bring God's peace : where Jesus is 
There is God's peace, and I bring Jesus with me. 
Yet Zachary and my cousin must not know 
My secret, or the wondrous things that God 
Has done me : they are too great to speak of. 
I see my cousin walking in the garden ; 
And now she comes this way : I will surprise her : — 

Enter St. Elizabeth. 

O dear Elizabeth ! my own dear cousin ! — 

Elizabeth looks^ gazes, and kneels before Mary. 

What! 
What ails you dearest? Sure, you do not know me, — 
Your cousin, Mary. 

Elizabeth. Mary, I know thee, yes ! 

And love thee dearly, but I almost fear thee : 
The holy Ghost is speaking to my soul 
And tells me thou art more than that thou seemest : — 
MOTHER OF GOD ! Oh ! whence is this to me, 
The Mother of my Lord should visit me ? 
The Blessed Virgin, her hands clasped^ her eyes 
raised to heaven (Elizabeth still kneeling, 
with her eyes fixed on the Blessed Virgin), says — 

Magnificat anima mea dominum. 

My soul doth magnify the Lord : 

And my spirit hath rejoiced in God my Saviour. 

Because He hath regarded the humility of His 
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handmaid ; for, behold, from henceforth all genera- 
tions shall call me Blessed. 

For He that is mighty hath done great thing^s to 
me : and Holy is His Name. 

And His mercy is from generation to generation, 
to them that fear Him. 

He hath shown might in His arm : He hath scat- 
tered the proud in the conceit of their heart 

He hath put down the mighty from their seat : 
and hath exalted the humble. 

He hath filled the hungry with good things : and 
the rich He hath sent empty away. 

He hath received Israel His servant : being mind- 
ful of His mercy. 

As He spoke to our fathers^ to Abraham and to 
his seed for ever. 

Elizabeth. [After a pause^ rising and taking 

Mary's hand^ 

Dear Mary, come and rest within the house : 
You've had a long and tedious journey hither. 
The Blessed Virgin. I have not felt the journey : 
He, within me, 
Made it so light and easy. 

Yet, let us go in 
And look for Zachary : — only, Elizabeth, 
Say not a word of that which thou dost know. 

Elizabeth. I wish that 2^charywith loving words 
Could greet you ; but he's dumb and cannot speak. 
The Blessed Virgin. Oh, how is this ? He used 
to sing for me 
And tell me stories when I was a child : 
What accident has robbed him of his speech ? 
Elizabeth. It will not be for long : — when Gabriel 
came 
And told him I should bear a son to him, 
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Forerunner of the Christ, thy holy Child, 
He doubted Gabriel's word, and God was pleased 
To punish him with dumbness for awhile. 
Still he is warm of heart, and you shall have 
Glad welcome from him. 

The Blessed Virgin, Oh ! I long to see him 
And comfort him in his so g^eat aSliction. 
Let us go in at once. 

Hymn, 

Hail Queen of Heav'n, the Ocean Star, 

Guide of the wand'rer here below ! 
Thrown on life's surge, we claim thy care, 
Save us from peril and from woe. 
Mother of Christ, Star of the Sea, 
Pray for the wanderer, pray for me. 

O gentle, chaste, and spotless Maid,' 

We sinners make our prayers through thee, 
Remind thy Son that he has paid 
The price of our iniquity. 
Virgin most pure. Star of the Sea, 
Pray for the sinner, pray for me. 

Sojourners in this vale of tears, 

To thee, blest Advocate, we cry. 
Pity our sorrows, calm our fears. 
And soothe with hope our misery. 
Refuge in grief. Star of the Sea, 
Pray for the mourner, pray for me. 

And while to Him who reigns above, 

In Godhead One, in Persons Three, 
The Source of life, of grace, of love, 
Homage we pay on bended knee ; 
Do thou, bright Queen, Star of the Sea, 
Pray for thy children, pray for me. 
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Scene IV.— MiCHiEAS' Prophecy. 

Nazareth, 

The Blessed Virgin, There is one prophecy of Holy 

Writ 
Seems plain and clear, and yet I see not how 
God will provide for its accomplishment. 
My home is here in Nazareth : here my spouse 
Follows his trade, and there's no likelihood 
Of our removing hence : yet, prophecy 
Speaks of the Christ as bom at Bethlehem^ 
For thus Michaeas speaks : 

And thou, Bethlehem Ephrata, art a little one 
among the thousands of Judah : out of thee shall 
He come forth unto Me, that is to be the ruler in 
Israel, and His going forth is — from the days of 
eternity. 

How this can be fulfilled I do not see : 
Yet I am sure that God's wise providence 
Will prove His own word true. 

Enter Joseph. 

Joseph. My dearest spouse, 

I bring thee tidings which would surely vex thee, 
If that thou could'st be vexed. 

The Blessed Virgin, What is it, Joseph ? 

What would pain me^ would, I am sure, pain thee^ 
And yet, as ever, thou speak'st cheerfully : 
Tell me the news that we may halve the trouble. 

Joseph, Say, are you fit to go a lengthy journey ? 
And at this coldest of the winter season ? 

The Blessed Virgin. If you are going, Joseph, / 
am ready 
And shall be glad to go. 

Joseph, Then go we must ; 

You on our new bought ass and I on foot — - 
c 
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But, Mary, tell me why you do not ask 
The reason of our going ? 

The Blessed Virgin, I need not ask : 
Your will^s enough, my spouse : what want I more ? 

Joseph. Nay then, Til tell you, whether you will 
or no ; 
'Tis Caesar bids us go. 

The Blessed Virs^n. Caesar I Who would have 
thought 
He'd thoughts of us at Nazareth ? 

Joseph. But he has ; 

He orders all of David's race to meet 
At Bethlehem, and prove their lineage. 
Some say, he has been told that David's Son 
Is to rule all the earth, and so he seeks 
The names and ranks of David's family, 
That he may keep the Roman Empire safe 
From all invaders. 
We need not fear, I think. 
We are too poor to raise his jealousy. 
To-morrow then we'll start : meanwhile, prepare 
Such things as may be wanted for the journey. 
I'll go and finish off a piece of work 
Our neighbour Sadoc ordered yesterday. [Exit, 

The Blessed Virgin [alone]. Blessed be God ! 
the hopes and fears of kings 
Are but the instruments which His providence 
Uses to work His ends. To Bethlehem then : 
Messiah will be bom in Bethlehenu 

Hymn, 

So Mary, in this winter-tide, 
With holy Joseph by her side, 
To Bethlehem will meekly ride — 
The daughter of a kingly race. 

Every tongue shall Mary bless 
For her loving tenderness. ; 
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Would not Joseph die to render 
Mary service prompt and tender, 
Chosen to be her defender 
Whatsoever harm might press ? 

Every tongue shall Joseph bless 
For his loving tenderness. 

Hidden in His Mother's womb, 
God a lowly Babe is come, 
Silent as within the tomb. 
But all fidl of truth and grace. 

Every tongue shall Jesus bless 
For His loving tenderness. 

Mary, Mother meek and mild, 
Joseph, lily undefiled, 
Jesus, Mary's God and Child, 
Msike us sharers in your peace. 

Every tongue the Three shall bless 
For iJieir loving tenderness. 



Scene V. 

A Street in Bethlehem, The Inn, 

A number of people. The landlady at the door. 
Joseph and mary enter. He speaks to the land- 
lady, 

Joseph, You are I think, the mistress of the 
house ; 
Pray, have you room to spare ? 

Hostess, Why, not for youj — 
The house is full of gentlefolks and such 
As pay their way. 
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Joseph, I willingly will pay 

All that I can. 

Hostess, Ay ! but rooms are scarce 

And prices high — too high for such as you, 

Joseph, I care not for myself, but for my spouse. 
See, she is young and tender : you are a woman ; 
You can feel for her ,• send her not away. 

Hostess, The fault's your own for coming at a 
time 
When noblemen of David's royal house 
And gentry fill the place : the blame is yours 
And you must suffer for it 

Joseph, Will you not 

Pity this gentle traveller, for she too 
Is of the race of David ? 

All round burst out laughing with the landlady 

who says — 

Hostess. She of David's race ! 

The old man's dreaming : out with you old dotard ; 
Sleep in the streets, they're good enough for you. 
Joseph, God pardon you ; you know not what 
you do. 
Come, Mary, come : God would not have us here. 

[Exeunt. 

Hymn. 

The snow lay on the ground. 

The stars shone bright. 
When Christ our Lord was born 

On Christmas night 

Venite adore- 

mus Dominimi. 
Venite adore- 

mus Dominum. 
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Twas Mary, daughter pure 

Of holy Anne, 
That brought into the world 

The God made Man. 

Venite, &c. 

She laid him in a stall, 

At Bethlehem, 
The ass and oxen shared 

The roof with them. 

Venite, &c, 

St Joseph too was by. 

To tend the Child, 
To guard Him, and protect 

His Mother mild. 

Venite, &c. 

The Angels hovered around. 
And sung this song^- 
Venite adore> 
mus Dominum. 

Venite, &c. 



Scene VI. 

Fields ftear Bethlehem, Night. 

Shepherds watching their flocks, Abner, Asaph, 

and others, 

Abner, Asaph, I say it's bitter cold to-night ; • 
I wish I had my second sheepskin on« 

Asaph. Here, lad, Fll lend thee mine : I'm twice 
thine age. 
And I'm more used to watching. 
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Abner, Thank you kindly. 

I soon shall learn, I hope, to bear the cold ; 
And when you're old and I a hardy man 
You shall have mine. 

Asaph, I'm sure of that, my son ; 

Thy father's done me many a good turn, 
And thou 'st thy father's heart. — Now let us sing 
Our ev'ning hymn, and call a blessing down 
Upon our watch to-night. 

Hymn of the Shepherds, 

Thou who art God of Israel, 

All wisdom, goodness, might 
Guard and protect our sheepfold well 

From ravening wolves by night 

Send forth, O God of Abraham, 

For Sion's peace, the heav'n-bom Lamb. 

Send forth the Lamb to rule the earth, 

Thy long expected Christ : 
Hasten the time of Shiloh's birth, 

The day-spring from the East 

Send forth, O God, &c. 

Praise to the God of Abraham 
Whose love no bounds contain ; 

Thrice blessed be His Holy Name 
By Angels and by men. 

Send forth, O God, &c. 

A bright light is seen, 

•^bner. Look, Asaph, look,— how bright it shines ! 
m»„ there look ! 
What can it be? 
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Asaph, Tis something very strange ; 

But> Abner, do not fear^-who feareth God, 
Has strength upon his side compared with which 
All strengSi of man or spirit is no more 
Than very weakness. 

Angels appear y and one of them says to the 

Shepherds : 

Angel. Shepherds, fear ye not ! 

We are God's messengers to you, and bring 
Glad tidings of great joy : to you is bom 
This day in Bethlehem a Saviour. — Go, 
Seek Him. And this shall be a sign to you ; 
Laid in a manger shall you find the Bable, 
And wrapped in swaddling clothes. To God be 
praise ! 

Hymn of the Angels. 

To God in highest heaven 
Let endless praises swell. 

And peace on earth be given 
To people of goodwill 

Chorus — While ages course along, 
Blest be with loudest song, 
The Holy Babe of Bethlehem, 
By every heart and tongue. 



We praise Thee and with blessing 

Thy majesty adore. 
Thy glorious Name confessing. 

We thank Thee evermore. 

While ages course along, &c. 



20 TM First CkrUtmas. 

Let all th' angelic choir 

Glad Alleluias sing, 
And greeting the Messiah, 

Proclaim Him Lord and King. 

While ages coarse along, &c. 

Let earth and sky in chorus 
The Saint of saints adore, 

Who shall in peace reign o'er us 
Till time shall be no more. 

While ages course along, &c. 

\The Angels disappear. 

Asdph {after a pause]. My brothers, God is 
good 1 poor shepherds, we. 
Have tasted of His goodness, and our hearts 
All overflow with thankfulness and love. 
We will intrust our flocks to th' Angels' care. 
And seek the Lamb of God in Bethlehem. 
We'll not go empty-handed ; — see, Abner, there, 
The firstling of the flock : bring it along 
And we will offer it where it is due. 
You will all come ? 

All, Oh, yes ; oh, all of us ! 

. While the last scene is preparing, 

Adeste fideles. Ye faithful, approach ye, 
Laeti trhxmphantes ; Joyfully triumphing ; 
Venite, venite in Betfal8> O come ye, O come ye to Bethle- 
hem : hem. 
Natum videte Come and behold ye 
Rq|[em angelorum : Bom the King of Angels : 
Venite adoremus, O come, let us adore Him, 
Venite adoremus, O come, let us adore Him. 
Venite adoremus Domi- O come, let us adore Christ 
num. the Lord. 
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Deum de Deo, 
Lumen de lumine, 
Gestant pueike viscera : 
Deum verum, 
Genitum, non factum : 
Venite, etc. 



Cantet nunc lo 1 
Chorus angdorum : 
Cantet nimc aula coeles- 

tium, 
Gloria, 

In excelsis Deo ! 
Venite, etc 

Ergo qui natus 
Die hodiema, 
Tesu tibi sit gloria : 
Fatris aetemi 
Verbum caro factum ! 
Venite, etc. 



God of God, 

Light of Light, 

Lo, He disdains not the Virgin's 

womb : 
Very God, 
Begotten, not created : 

O come, let us adore, &c. 

Sing Alleluia 

AU ye choirs of Angels ; 

Sing, all ye citizens of heaven 

above, 
Glory 

To God in the highest : 
O come, let us adore. &c. 

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee, 
Bom this happy morning : 
Tesu, to Thee be glory giv'n ; 
Of the Eternal Father 
The Word made Flesh : 
O come, let us adore, &c. 



Scene VII. 

The Cave of the Nativity, 

The Holy Child lying in his Mother's lap. 
St. Joseph, the Shepherds, the Magi, the Angels. 

Hymn, 

See ! amid the winter's snow. 
Bom for us on earth below ; 
See ! the tender Lamb appears, 
Promised fi:om eternal years ! 

Hail ! thou ever-blessed mom ; 
Hail ! Redemption's happy dawn ! 
Sing through all Jerusalem, 
Sing the Babe of Bethlehem ! 
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Lo ! within a manger lies 
He who built the starry skies : 
He who, throned in height sublime,. 
Sits amid the cherubim. 

Hail, &c 

**Say, ye holy shepherds, say, 
What your joyful news to day : 
Wherefore have ye left your sheep- 
On the lowly mountain steep ?" 

Hail, &c. 

"As we watch'd at dead of night, 
Lo ! we saw a wondrous light ; 
Angels singing * Peace on earth,' 
Told us of the Saviour's birth." 

Hail, &c. 

Sacred Infant ! all divine ! 
What a tender love was thine ; 
Thus to come from highest bliss 
Down to such a world as this ! 

Hail, &c 

Teach, oh teach us. Holy Child I 
By Thy face, so meek and mild ;. 
Teach us to resemble Thee 
In Thy sweet humility. 

Hail, &C. 

Virgin Mother I Mary blest ! 
By the joys that fill thy breast, 
Pray for us, that we may prove 
Worthy of the Saviour's love. 

Hail, &c 
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JAi the end of the Hymn the curtain falls, and the 
" Ave Maris Stella" may be sung by all, with 
/^"EwivA Maria," as follows^ 



Ave maris Stella 
Dei mater alma 
Atque semper virgo 
FeUx casli porta. 
Ewiva Maria 
Maria ewiva 
Ewiva Maria 
E chi la cre6. 



Bright Mother of our Maker, hail ! 

Thou Virgin ever blest, 
The Ocean's Star by which we sail. 
And gain the port of rest. 
All Hail be to Mary, 
All Hail be to Mary ; 
And all Hail to Jesus, 
Her Maker and God. 



Sumens iUud ave 
GabrieUs ore 
Funda nos in pace 
Mutans Evae nomen. 



Whilst we this Ave thus to thee 
From Gabriel's mouth rehearse. 

Prevail that peace our lot may be 
And Eva's name reverse. 
Ewiva. 



Solve vincla reis, 
Profer lumen caecis. 
Mala nostra pelle. 
Bona cuncta posce. 



Release our long entangled mind 

From all the snares of ill. 
With heavenly light instruct the 

blind. 
And all our vows fulfil. 
Ewiva. 



Monstrateessematrem, Exert for us a Mother's care. 



Sumat per te preces 
"Qui pro nobis natus 
Tulit esse tuus. 



And us thy children own ; 
Prevail wijh Him to hear 

prayer 
Who chose to be thy Son. 
Ewiva. 



our 



Virgo singularis. 
Inter omnes mitis, 
Nos culpis solutos 
Mites fac et castos. 



O spotless Maid, whose virtues 
shine 
With brightest purity. 
Each action of our lives refine. 
And make us piu-e like thee. 
Ewiva. 
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Vitam proesta puram 
Iter para tutum 
Ut videntes Jesum 
Semper collsetemur. 



Preserve our lives unstained from 
iU 
In this infectious way, 
That heaVen alone «Air souls may 

fill 
With joys that neW decay. 
Ewiva. 



Sit laus Deo Patri 
Summo Christo decus 
Spiritui Sancto 
Tribus honor uhus. 

Amen. 



To God the Father endless praise, . 

To God the Sobi the same, 
And Holy Ghost, whose equal rays . 
One equal glory claim. 

Amen.. 
Ewiva. 



THE MEETING OF THE WATERS, 

HODOER Place, set on the brow of a lofty forest-clad 
rocky bank overhanging the stream which gives it its name, 
is the house of study for the younger boys preparing for 
Stonyhurst Collie. At Christmas, 1855, the " Bambino," 
with the Christmas Tree, was introduced for the first time 
into the boys' recreation room, and the carols sung by the 
boys are supposed to attract the attention of the Spirit of 
the Hodder. The Hodder, after passing the rocky bank 
just mentioned, encircles a meadow called from its beauty 
" Paradise," and then, with the Calder, forms a junction in 
the manor of Mytton with the main stream, the Ribble. and 
under this name the united rivers flow onwards to the sea. 

See down H adder's rocky stream, 
Glistening in the moonlight beam, 
Borne upon its foaming tide 
See the River Spirit ride. 
From his palace at its source 
Hasteth he his rapid course ; 
For his brethren in the wold 
Must to-night a council hold. 
Where three kindred torrents fleet 
Blent in Mytton's borders meet. 
Hodder then, and Calder too. 
First their homage will renew 
To the Ribble's elder King, 
And their wonted tribute bring. 
Seated at the water's edge. 
Throned on turf and crowned with sedge 
Will the Ribble Kin^ preside 
With the others at his side ? 
While the multitude of sprites 
Of inferior rivulets, 
All around in silence bend 
D And their lords' behests attend. 



26 T7ie Meeting of the Waters, 

Now the conclave is begun 
'Neath the chaste and silvery moon, 
For each brook and river sprite 
Loves the stillness of the night 
But, as in the haunts of men, 
When a multitude convene, 
Many old acquaintants meet 
And each other whisp'ring greet — 
So upon the grassy sward. 
Streamlet fay and river lord, 
Glad to see old friends again, 
Broke the silence of the scene ; 
Till the herald grave uprose 
(There he dwells where Hodder flows. 
Tranquil mirror of the skies. 
Round the bend of Paradise^, 
And with solemn accent baae 
Silence thro' the moon-lit glade. 

Uprose then the Ribble Sprite, 
Broad his breast and tall his height 
And the Hodder prince addressed — 
"Brother ! 'tis at thy request 
We this conclave have convoked : 
Say, hath aught thine ire provoked. 
Which in general congress we 
May counsel take to remedy ? 
Have striplings, mid their saucy pranks. 
Dammed thy waters, broke thy banks ? 
Or men, more guilty, dared to spread 
Illegal nets across thy bed ? 
Speak, brother, speak ; if it be thus, 
We count thy wrongs as done to us.'* 

Thus bold Kibble's sedge-crowned King 
Spoke, and all the glade did ring 
Acclamations of applause 
To avenge their brother's cause. 
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Then in turn the Hodder Sprite 
(Fairer form, tho' lesser might), 
Rising from his turfy seat, 
Spoke with silvery voice and sweet — 
"Striplings in their boyish pranks 
Have not broken down my banks, 
Nor guiltier man presumed to spread 
lUeg^ nets across my bed. 
Not for grievances, I trow, 
Have I sought to meet you now, 
But for well deserving man 
Some reward with you to plan. 

"On a bank of headlong steep, 
By whose base my waters sweep, 
Lately as I coursed along 
Heard I sounds of festive song. 
Straight I drew my coursers' rein 
As the chorus swelled again ; 
Then within a darkling cleft 
I my fleet-winged horses left, » 
And ascending to the brow 
Neared the sounds I heard below. 
There I found a joyous crew, 
Happy faces, good and true — 
Boys, still ignorant of crime, 
Celebrating Christmas time. 
Seeing all, but all unseen. 
Thro' the doors I entered in. 
And ascending with the throng 
Passed the corridors along. 
Soon the inmost room we tread, 
Hung with Christmas, green and red, 
Pillars there of ivy stand. 
Bright festoons on either hand. 
There the Christmas-tree we found 
Hung with lighted tapers round ; 



^8 The Meeting of the Waters, 

' There the gleaming pendants shine. 
Ornaments of quaint design. 
But my brothers, more than this^ 
.. Mid these signs of happiness. 
There with loving gaze we found 
Resting on the mossy ground, 
Underneath a straw-thatched shed, 
Christ the blessed Infant, laid 
With his hand in blessing raised 
And 'twas Jesus Christ they praised. 
Brothers, let us aid the joys 
Of these generous, guileless boys." 

Acclamations loud and long 
Sounded from the assembled throng, 
And the nobler Spirits three 
Gravely pondered their decree. 
Then the sedge-crowned King at last 
Bade the herald sound his blast. 
Checking every whisper rude 
Ih the countless multitude. 

"Be it decreed by Mytton's Streams, 
Met beneath the moon's chaste beams- 
All that to the straw-thatched shed 
Shall at Chflstmas time have sped, 
All be free from hurt or scath. 
And no evil cross their path ; 
Plentiful the angler's sport, 
When he throws his line athwart ; 
Salmon fill the fisher's net. 
Rock nor stake entangle it ; 
Healthy, pure, and full of joy 
Be each noble-hearted boy. 
Such our will — let none rebel ; 
Farewell, brothers ! Friends, farewell ! 



MISCELLANEOUS HYMNS. 



COR JESU. 

To Jesus' Heart all burning 
With fervent love for men, . 

My heart with fondest yearning 
Shall raise its joyful strain. 

Chorus. 

While ages course along, . 
Blest be with loudest song, 
The Sacred Heart of Jesus, 
• By every heart and tongue.' * 

O Heart for sinners riven 
By sheer excess of love, 

The spear thro' Thee was driven, 
'Twas sin of mine that drove, 

O Heart, for me on fire 
With love no tongue can speak. 

My yet untold desire 
God gives me for Thy sake.* 

Dear Lord, my soul would venture 
To urge one earnest prayer. 

Keep, Lord, in Thy Heart's centre, 
One little nook for her. 

D 2 



3© Ctfr Jesu. 

Too true I have forsaken 
Thy hearth by wilful sin ; 

Yet let me now be taken 
Back to my home again. 

From aU that can infect me^ 

cleanse me with Thy Blood 
For Thine own spouse elect me. 

My God ! my Sovereign Good ! 

As Thou art meek and lowly, 
And ever pure of heart. 

So may my heart be wholly 
Of Thine the counterpart 

Away with earthly passion, 

Away with sordid pelf. 
In my heart's consecration, 

1 yield Thee all mysdf. 

Would that to me were given 
The pinions of the dove, 

rd pierce the highest heaven 
My Jesus' love to prove. 

Within the cleft 111 cower, 
Of Jesus' wounded side ; 

In sunshine or in shower 
Securely there 111 hide. 

When life away is flying, 
And earth's false glare is done, 

Still, Sacred Heart, in dying, 
111 say—" I'm all Thine own." 



Tke Queen of May. %\ 

THE QUEEN OF MAY. 

\Pr9m G. G5RRBS.] 

The nig^tin^es are anging, 

Sweet hailnngers of May, 
And many a flower is springing. 

Or openii^ to tbe day : 
Shall we be slow to meet thee. 
With flowers and hymns to greet thee 
O Mary, dear Mother, O Mary Queen of May ? 

Never, O gentlest maiden. 
Hast thou been known to scorn 

Wreath from the sorrow-laden 
Or plaint of the forlorn : 

To thee our heart rejoices, 

To thee we tune our voices — 
O Mary, dear Mother, O Mary Queen of May! 

We bring thee gifts of flowers 
Our childlike love to prove ; 

Guard, when the tempest lowers, 
Our hearts with careful love : 

And we sometime shall blossom 

Like roses in thy bosom — 
O Mary, dear Mother, O Mary Queen of May! 

rris tiiine the flowers to cherish 
In God's fair garden set ; % 
Too surely we should perish, 

Could'st thou thy love forget : 
Bat thou wilt ne^er forsake us. 
Nor scath nor foe overtake us — 
O Mary, dear Mother, O Mary Queen of May! 



32 ' Sequence for the 

Thou hast by God been chosen, 

With radiance clear and warm. 
To melt our hearts so frozen, 

And mould them into form : 
Then, weaned from joys forbidden, 
, Transplant us into Eden — 
O Mary, dear Mother, O Mary Queen of May! 

When, in those fields of azure, 
May shall in Heaven unfold, 

Within that safe enclosure 
Our hands fair wreaths shall hold, 

And while thou smilest o'er us 

Well sing in joyful chorus — 
O Mary, dear Mother^ O Mary Queen of May! 



SEQUENCE FOR THE FEAST OF THE 
IMMACULATE CONCEPTION. 

\From Card. Geissel.] 

Virgin of all virgins highest. 
Virgin to God's heart the highest^ 
Queen enthroned above the sky : 



M 



May our bosoms love thee well, 
May our tongues thy praises tell, 
Hear, O hear, thy suppliants' cry. 

Who hath skill with praise condign 
Thee to praise, O maid benign^ 
Fountain of the gifts of grace ? 



Jfleast of the Immacuiaie Cono^im. j^ 

Thou of grace art wholly full. 
Calmly Imght, all beautiful. 
And God's chosen dwellmg-place. 

Truly He, the mighty One, 
Hath to thee great wonders don^ 
Thee with grace on grace endows : 

He, who ruleth heaven and earth, 
Chooseth thee to g^ve Him birth, 
His own Mother, Daughter, Spouse. 

Virgin blest in very deed, 
Though this exile world thou tread. 
Sin no bands can cast on thoe ; 

Thou conceived all dear of stain, 
From the general ruin ta'en. 
Privileged inefiably. 

Nature, loath to yield her prey. 
Hasted eagerly that day. 
Hand to hand with g^ce to strive : 

Grace hath won, and thou within 
Art aU spotless kept from sin*— 
Wonderful prerogatiYe. 

Thou, the New Law's better Eve^ 
Wast predestined to receive 
Glory with th' Eternal King : 

Mightily weVe seen thee tread 
On the vanquished dragon's head ; . 
Beals of triumph round thee nii^. 



34 Sequence for the Immaculate Canapihn. 

Stainless did thy robe endure ; 
Mid the pure, the only pure, 
Thou hast climbed the starryhdght : 

High above the Saints in love, 
High the Angel choirs above, 
Queen thou rdgnest with sceptre bright. 

Now thou pra/st thy Son to break ; 
Sin's hard yoke for sinners' sake, 
Whom by death He would redeem : 

Graces from thy. hands distil, 
At thy instance blessings will 
Down on us in torrents streanu 

Be to us the ocean star. 
Lest, mid winds and waves at war. 
Our inconstant bark be riven: 

Day-Spring, whence salvation rose, 
When life's pilgrimage shall close 
Be to us the gate of Heavefzu 

Virgin meek and Virgin mild^ 
While we tread this mazy wild, 
Be thy safe protection shown : - 

Here, defend us as we go, 
There the happy sight bestow 
Of thyself and of thy Son. 



/ / 



Sure of thy befriending aid, 
We will in thy footsteps tread, i 
And will watch ai^d pray and strive 



St. PeUr and St Paul. 35 

From on high thy favours pour, 
Patron, MoUier, evermore 
To Christ's Church protection give. 

Bid our hearts stand fast in faith, 
Hope^ and charity till death, 
By no hideous sin-spot marred : 

So Christ's fold be thy own dow'r 
(As our fathers willed of yore), 
Ever safe beneath thy guard. — ^Amen. 



ST. PETER AND ST. PAUL. 

[Printed in the Omaggio Caitolico, on the eighteenth 
centenary of their maJtyrdom.] • ' 

" Thou art the Christ, the only Son of God," 
Such was thine answer, Peter, to thy Loxd ; 
And He pronounced thee blest, for flesh and blood 
Could not have taught thee. Then He spake the 

word — 
'* I name thee Rock, and on this Rock I will 
Build my Church proof against the powers of helL" 

Chorus, 

All praise to Jesus Christ for Peter's Chair ; 
He that would find the truth will find it there. 

One with thy brethren, Peter, thou, like them, 
Art laid with strengdi as firm as adamant — 

Foundation of the new Jerusalem : 
But thou art more, for, by thy Lord's intent, 

Partaking in His right, and by His call. 

Thou art the Rock that underlies them alL 



36 Sf. POer and SL Paul. 

Prince of the Apostles ! For to thee was given 
The symbol of God's Kingdom amongst men ; 

The keys to close or ope the gates of Heaven, 
To bind or loose, as chiefest sovereign. 

What thou shalt tie on earth, in Heaven is tied ; 

What thou shalt loose, as loosed is ratified. 

Satan desired to have the Apostles all, 
To winnow them like wheat before the wind : 

But Christ haUi prayed for one, that nonemi^ht fall 
Whose faith by Peter's should be cotmtersigned. 

Then praised be Jesus Christ for Peter's Chair ; 

He who would find the truth will find it there. 

Hail, biased Rome, where Peter's self unfurled 
The standard of the Cross, and mighty Paul, 

Doctor of Gentiles, and master of the world, 
Annoimced Christ's triumph, and the idols' fall : 

Rome, on whose shore the twin Apostles died, 

Paul by the sword and Peter crucified. 

fWe needs must love thee, Peter, for thou w^st 
Our father's healer on his bed of pain ; 

What wonder by a vow, our fourth and last, 
He would his children to thy fealty chain ; 

Still tend to us, his sons, thy loving care. 

And make us worthy Jesus' name to bear.] 
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THE HOLY CROSS. 

Hail, O sacred Rood, 

Purpled with the Blood 
Of Him Who suffered for mankind on thee, 

Standard of the Cross, 

Raised on high for us, 
Lead the hosts of Christ to victory. 

Mighty work of God, 

When upon the Rood, 
Life upyielded life, and death did die. 

We are sinking fast. 

Like Peter 'neath the blast ; 
Cross of Christ, to thee for aid we cry. 
Hail, O sacred Rood ! 

Spirits that resist 

God's anointed Christ 
Fly before the Cross's vengeful might : 

By the blessed Rood 

Ye shall be withstood, 
Weakness shall be strong and brave your spite: 
Hail, O sacred Rood ! 

O most blessed tree, 

Jesus nailed to thee 
Made death the passage to the port of rest : 

Heaven then forbid 

We boast of aught beside 
Thee — ^the blood-stained Cross of Jesus Christ; 
Hail, O sacred Rood ! 



3* Hymn of St. Agnes. 



HYMN OF ST. AGNES. 

Bootless the tyrant's ire 
The lamb-like child to quell ; 

In vain he lit the fire, 
In vain he bared the steeL 

While ages course along, 
Praised be with sweetest song, 
Agnes, the lamb-like mautyr girl, 
By every Quistian tongue. 

He swore with foul dishonour 

To crush her maiden pride ; 
Her Master's seal was on her, 

His Angel at her side. 

While ages course along, &c. 

Christ for His own had crowned her 
With pearls of matchless price, 

And sparkling gems all round her 
Decked forth her sacrifice. 

While ages course along, &c 

The Christian maid unshaken 

The tyrant's rage defied ; 
Her high resolve was taken 

To be no mortal's bride. 

While ages course along. Sec 

The Pagans thronged about her, 

At sight of death unmoved ; 
She smiled on him who smote her, 

And sped to Him she loved. 

While ages course along, &c. 
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Thoa who wast strong in weakness 

And lovely without g^ile, 
Pray that our Master's meekness 

Our hearts like thine may filL 
While ages course along, &c. 



NATIVITY OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN, 

Brethren, see in Mary's birth 

God Almighty's gift to e^th, 

Gift, the luurbinger c^ spring. 

Gift, forerunner of our King, 

Beaming on mankind forgiven 

Like the morning star in Heaven. 

Mary, Mother, bom to-day. 
Pray for us thy children, pray. 

God is in the gift he gives, 
lis by God that Mary lives ; 
God in Mary gives her sense, 
Gives in her intelligence. 
God in her, by grace divine, 
Makes her His most cherished shrine. 
Mary, Mother, &c 

Nor does God inactive dwell 
In the shrine He loves so welL 
It is God that moves her heart 
To take up the sinner's part ; 
God that makes her what she is, 
Full of tenderest sympathies. 
Mary, Mother, &c. 



40 St Lucy, 

He the exhaustless source supreme, 
She the unexhausted stream, 
He the sun, and she the ray, 
He the ocean, she the spray. 
He the light, the mirror she. 
Dazzling to intensity. 

Mary, Mother, &c. 

Glory then to God in Heaven, 
For the gift to creatures given, 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 
Fount of grace and source of merit 
Praise to God, the Three in One,^ 
For the grace to sinners done. 
Mary, Mother, &c. 



ST. LUCY. 

One virgin sought another — 
The Bright* one sought the Goodf- 

She pleaded for her mother. 
And won the grace she sued. 

But why shouldst thou, blest Lucy, 

To Agatha resort ? 
No grace will God refuse thee, 

Who divneth all thine heart 

As Catana draws thousands 

To Agatha's fair shrine, 
So shall the Syracusans 

With Lucy's glory shine. 

* Lucy. + Agatha. 



St. Winefride. 41 

So Lucy to the needy 

Divided all she had, 
And blithely made her ready 

To meet the headsman's blade. 

No cruel torment shook her, 
Beneath no threat she quailed ; 

Her courage ne'er forsook her, 
By Jesus self upheld. 



ST. WINEFRIDE. 

Erst than fairest flower more fair 
Lived a vii^n-martyr rare ; 
She the Lamb's unspotted bride 
And yclept S. Winemde. 

Offspring of a British line, 
Beaming faith and hope divine, 
Pure and meek in act and will. 
Guileless in a world of ilL 

Her the wild Caradoc slew, 
Doomed anon his crime to rue, 
Sinking through the earth to share 
With the lost their mad despair. 

This from age to age to tell 
Bubbleth forth the wondrous Well, 
While the pebbles' blood-red stain 
Marks the spot the maid was slain. 



42 5/. Winefride. 

Marvels many here are done, 
Sight recovered, utterance won ; 
Here the prayers of faith obtain 
Quittance of disease and pain. 

« 

Through thee^ glorious martyr-maid, 
Be our stoimy passions laid : 
And thy clients' foe to scare 
Guard them with propitious care. 



L. D. S 



